The mod lamentable Tr age die 

Of warlike Lucius, andappoint the meeting, 

King. Emillius doe this meflage honourably. 

And ifhcftandin hoftagefor hisfafety. 

Bid him demaund what pledge will pleafe him beft. 
Emillius . "Your bidding fhalll doecffe&ually. 

T am or 4. Now will I to that old A»dronicus t 
And temper him with all the Artlhaue, 

To pluckeproud Lucius from the warlike Gather* 
And now fweet Emperour be blith agaiuc. 

And bury all thy fcare in my deuifes. 

Sutur, Thengoefucccflantly and plead to him* 

Exeunt . 

Enter Lucius with an Army »f(j other t with 
D rum and Souldiert • 


Luciui. Approucd warriourj, and my faithful 1 friends, 
I hauc receaued letter* from great Rome, 

Which fignific* what hate they beare their Emperour, 
And how ddirous ofour fight they are. 
Thereforcgreat Lords be asyour titles witnes, 
Imperious and impatient of your wrongs, 

And wherein Rome hath done you any fcathe, 

Let him make treble fatiffa&ioB. 

(joth. Brane flip fprung from the great Andtonitutt 
Whofc name was once our terrour,now our comfort, 
Whofe high exploits and honourable deeds, 
Ingratefull Rome requites with foule contempt. 

Be bold* in vs,weelc follow where thou leadft, 
Likeftinging Beesin horteft Sommers day, 

Led by their maiftcr to the flowred fields, 

And be auengd on curfcd Tamer * ; . 


of Tim Androntcusl 

And a* he faith, fo fay weall withhim. „ 

Lucius. I humbly thanke him and I thank you all . 
ButWho comes hecrcledbyalufty Gothl 

Enters^ Gotbl’eading of Aron with hit child 
inhis amut. 

Goth. Renowned Lucius from ourtroups I flraid, 
Togaze vpon a ruinous Monafterre, 

And as I carneftly did fixe mine eye 
Vpont he wafted building, fuddaincly 
k 1 heard a childe cry vnderneath a wall* 

I made vnto the noyfe, when foone 1 heard. 

The crying babe controld with this difeourfe : 

1'eace tawny flaue, halfetr»e,andhalfe thy dam, 

Did not thy hue bewray whofe brat thou art, 

Had nature lent thee but thy mothers looks, 
"Villainethoumightft hauc bene an Emperour. 

But where the Bull and Cow are both milk white, 
Theyneuerdo hegetacolc-blackeCalfe: 

Peace villainc peace, eucn thus he ratesthe babe, 

For Imuft beare theetoa trufty Goth, 

Who when he ktiowes thou art the EmprefTe babe^ 

Will hold th<.e dcately for thy mothers fake. 

With this my weapon drawne I rufht vpon him, 

Surprizd him fuddainely, and brought him hither 
To vfe as you thinke needefull of the man. 

Lucius. Oh worthy Goth, this i$ the incarnate deuUJ, 
That rob d Andronicui of his good hand: 

This is the Pcarle that pleafd your EmprefTe eye> 

And heeres the bafe fruit of bis burning luft, 

Say wall-ey d flaue w'bether wouldft thou contsay 
This growing Image of thy fiendlikeface ? 

Why deft notlpeake? what deafe,not a word# 


